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Following a Trail of Smoke
Delaney Morgan

I reflect on that night,
of standing on your feet
while we danced through the living room.
These were my favorite nights,
just my daddy and me.
I hear music and laughter,
instead of fighting and screams.
My puffy, pink dress
skating across the hardwood.
I was everything but graceful,
yet still, you always said I was your little princess.
I feel your hard-working hands holding mine,
and I see the outline of the lighter in your pocket.
You thought you hid your habit so well,
but I was sneaky, just like you, and i would watch you through the window
when you snuck out for a quick smoke.
I knew it was a secret,
but momma didn’t like secrets.
So I kept it tucked in my little head,
along with the rest of things I wasn’t supposed to know.
After hours of waltzing,
you convince me to get ready for bed.
We brush our teeth and check for monsters,
say our prayers and you tuck me in.
You turn out the light and look at me again.
You knew it would be the last time you’d hear me whisper
“I love you daddy, I’ll see you tomorrow.”

As the door closes
I shift back to this moment.
Sitting in the old, red toyota you left behind.
My hands tremble as I open
that flip top pack of marlboro blacks,
that i thought would be harder to find,
because you’ve been out looking for them
for 13 years.

